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?AU Jrelan? Hemm. 
SATURDAY, JUNE 1, 1901. 

VOL. II.-No 20. Edited by ?Standish O'Grady. ONE PENNY 

Contents. 
ANNALS OF THE FOUR MASTERS. 

CORRESPONDENCE. 

INDUSTRIES. 

THE SIX WEEK'S AGITATION. 

The Six Week's Financial Relations 

Agitation began with the county meeting 

in Cork, at which Lord Castletown of 

Upper Ossory, a Unionist, loyalist, land 

lord, and ex-soldier of the Queen de 

livered that memorable speech which, for 

a while at least, causea us all to look up, 

.anu sit up, and think, and talk, and a 

very few to act. That meeting was held 

and that speech delivered on December 

13, 189G. 
Before that year, I, like the rest, still 

regarded public atfairs through an at 

mosphere thick with party spirit, and 

darkened still more with the obstruc 

tions of the low-lying, intricate, and 

pathless region in which we were then 

involved, and from which no way of es 

cape seemed open. The report of the 

Guilders Commission did not affect me. 

Partly from study, partly from observa 

tion of the ^arliameiitary action of our 

repr?sentatives, partly by a certain in^ 

?tinct I Knew very well that Ireland was 

being plundered. The Report was only 

an authoritative exposition of what was 

already known to many of us, and, I 

believe, felt or suspected by all. the 

root of all that evil was our parties and 

factious and while these endured the 

wrongs would endure, and there was 

as little reason to expect that Ireland 

would cease to grow factions as that she 

would cease to grow blackthorns or any 

thing else indigenous to her soil and cli 

mate. 

Then, in December, suddenly, one day, 

I became aware that in my native 

county, the great County of Cork, the 

people?all oraers, parties, and religious 

sections?had invited the head of the 

county magistracy, Lord Bandon, the re 

presentative of-the landlords and resi 

dent gentry, to presiae at a county finan 

cial meeting, and that he had consented. 

All at once it flashed on me that a New 

Ireland was emerging, nay, had em 

erged, for I did not doubt at all that the , 

rest of Ireland would follow the lead of 

such a county. j 
And it was all in fact nothing, a delu 

sion. To Lord Castletown's .invitation i 

?and challenge we made no response, j 

We affect to think that we did ; but we ! 

?id not. It was not Lord Castletown | 
who failed the country ; it was we, the 

country, that failed Lord Castletown ; 
and having failed him, and not wishing 

to lay the blame on ourselves we resolved 

to make him the scapegoat ; and silently 
and uncomplainingly he has been ob 

liged to serve in that useful capacity now 

for some four years. 

And I am glad that a contemporary 
has publicly attacked him and has 

published the things that have been said 
about him in private now for so many 

years and as if in the assertion of what 

is well known and an established histori 

cal fact, viz., that Lord Castletown 

backed from his words and betrayed the 

movement. 

Now I know move* about this move 

ment than most men, for I took zu 

greater interest in it than most men, and 

, I am here lodged in the Provinces in con 

sequence of the action I took in that 

movement of which this weekly paper is 
; one of the direct and indirect conse 

quences ; and I say that it was we that 

failed Lord Castletown, and not Lord 

Castletown who failed us. 

And I here asiv the Ah Ireland Com 

mittee to publish now when it can do no 

harm to anyone, the text of the mani 

festo which Lord Castletown, a member 

of the Committee prepared for them for 

publication in 1897, in continuation of 
the note which he struck in Cork and 

which tli3y were afraid to publish. 

THE LAND QUESTION. 

SCOUTING. 
If your treatment of the Land Ques 

tion brings more conventions don't take 

part in them. dust continue your 

amblings forth in 
" 

A. I. R." : though 
for my own sake I could wish some steps 

I might be taken. 

! K. P. 

| 
dust my own notion, dear K. P. I ? 

j 
shall continue to amble forth scouting 

i 

j on this little naig. We don't realize 

j 
at all the importance of scouting in this 

j country. Christian de Wet, I under 

| stand, scouts twenty miles out in front, 

[ 
and twenty miles on his right flank, and 

I twenty miles on his left Hank. To-day 

i we are all moving towards a settlement 

of the Irish land question without any 

prior consideration of what the land 

question actually is, or of what may be 

the true, just, and natural relations be 

tween this wonderful island home of 

ours and the people who are living in 

it, and upon it, and out of it. There 

was no scouting when in '5?i we voted 

the repeal of the Financial clauses of 

the Act of the Fnion, and joyfully 
rushed into equal taxation with Great 

Britain. Indeeel never, down to date, 

on the occurrence of any crisis, has it 

been thought worth our while to do a 

little scouting, any surveying or explo 

i ration of the surrounding country ; hence 
^ results. 

And in this strange country scouting 

; is a ten-fold necessity, because there are 

| no maps. Unmapped, unexplored, un 

couth, wild and obscure it stretches 

around us, and in front of us, and all 

we know for certain about it is that 

there in the dark it is crowded with our 

enemies, human, and, I sometimes even 

think, prefer-human, who unless we 

advance with our scouts riding far and 

wide, will annihilate us in the future 
as they have half-destroyed us in the 

| past. 
Yes, I shall just 

u 
amble forth," as 

? you say, and look round a little, hoping 
others better equipped than myself will 

| join in the work. 
! To drop metaphor I am very anxious 

j 
to see book after book about our various 

| problems written by the many men who, 
I believe, are, like myself, watching and 

thinking ; only, I hope, with eyes that 
see further and thoughts that go deeper. 

|--Ed. 
? Permit me to say that I am deeply 
I interested in your views on the land 

question, specially in their latest de 

i velopment, to the effect that land can 

| 
not be property. I shall be much in 

terested in seeing what precise]y you 
mean by this and what is its practical 

import. I hope you do not commit 

yourself to my extreme Socialistic view ; 
short of that, I go a 

long way with you. 
You are doing a great service by try 

ing to enlist the educated classes in Irish 

movements. We are all well in need 

of clear ideas on fundamental problems 
of national import?Language, Indus 

try, Land Education, etc. But clear 

ideas come of clear thinking, which 

again is largely due to stimulative and 

suggestive writing. I hope yourself 
and the "Leader" will keep on ham 

mering away, though not at each other. 

P. FORD. 

Our plan should be to call a prelimi 

nary meeting of some 25 good men in 

sympathy with the idea of a national 

settlement, and if we can agree substan 

tially, then to print and send out a plan 
and invite a public discussion of its 

merits. Something like this should 
and I hope will be the first step. 

As we are on the subject of what con 

stitutes property may I put a case and 

ask a question? 
Two Indians, being hungry, went to 

a lake to fish. They fished all day with 
equal industry, but not with equal re 

sults, as one caught a considerable num 

ber, the other nothing. The one who 

had caught the fish claimed that they 
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TPtr_ ALL 1KELAJI1J HE VIE IV 
were his property, but the other fisher 

disputed this, and claimed half, as his 
failure was, he said, due to bad luck 

and not to want of exertion. On their 

return to camp the matter was referred 

to the Chief of the Tribe, who decided 
that neither of the fishermen had any 

claim, the fish (with certain reservations 

to hinist I f as chiet) being Hit common 

property of the tribe, on th;> ground 
that the Great Spirit had given dim 
the fi*h and tin* game lor ih'ir subsis 

tence. 

Query.?To whom did these fish really 

belong to? 
J. S. M. 

Dear J. S. M.-?Is it wise to make an 

awfully profound subject still more dif 

ficult?* 

As to the fish, I think all three were 
entitled to a share, the Chief to the big 
gest share, for he was the warrior and 

ought to be fed up well and go out in 

good condition.?Ed. 

THE CELTIC RENAISSAINCE IN 
POETRY. 

By Miss Ella Youxg. 

(Continued).) 
It is not only in the human soul that 

A. E. perceives joy-fountains springing ; 

they leap as of yore in the hearts of im 

memorial hills?the Sidhe have thrown 

open the portals of faery and the 

dreamer may pass into the land where 

CaoTte dwells unwearied by the cen 

turies. 

It's a lonely road through bogland to the 
lake at Carrowmore, 

And a 
sleeper there lies dreaming where 

the water laps the shore; 

Though the moth-wings of the twilight 
in their purples are unfurled, 

Yet his sleep is filled with music by the 
masters of the world. 

There's a hand as white as silver that is 

fondling with his hair ; 
There are 

glimmering feet of sunshine 

that are dancing by him there; 
And half open lips of faeiy that were 

dyed to richest red 
In their revels where the hazel tree its 

holy clusters shed. 

" 
Come away !" the red lips whisper. " 

all the world is weary now ; 

'Tis the twilight of the ages'and 'tis time 

to quit the plough. i 

Oh ! the very sunlight's weary ere it 

lightens up the dew, 
And its gold is changed and faded be 

fore it falls to you. 

Though your colleen's heart be tender, 
a tenderer heart is near, 

What's the starlight in her glances 
when the stars are shining clear ? 

Who would kiss the fading .shadow! 
when the flower-face glows above ? I 

*Tis the Beauty of all Beauty that is | 
calling for your love." | 

Oh, the mountain gates of dreamland 

have opened once again, 
And the sound of song and dancing 

falls upon the ears of men, 

And the Land of Youth lies gleaming 
flushed with rainbow, light and 
mirth, 

And the old enchantment lingers in the 

honey-heart of earth. 

This poem has the very extacy of 

vision ; it is full of light and colour and 

joy. W. B. Yeats loves rather to sing 
of the quiet that precedes vision, 

" 
the 

long dew-dropping hours of the night,'* 
the twilight of a region where passion, 
be it of joy or sorrow, cannot penetrate. 

He would have mortals enjoy once again 
this dream-peace. 

Outworn heart, in a time outworn, 

Come clear of the nets of wrong and 

right ; 

Laugh, heart, again in the gray twi 

light; 
Sigh, heart, again in the dew of the 

morn. 

Thy mother Eri is always young, 
Dew ever shining and twilight gray ; 

Though hope fall from thee or love 

decay, 

Burning in fires of a slanderous tongue. 

Come, heart, where hill is heaped upon 

hill, 
For there the mystical brotherhood 

Of the flood and flame, of the height 
and wood, 

Laugh out their whimsy and work out 

will. 

And God stands winding his lonely 
I horn ; 

And Time and the World are ever in 

night, 
And love is less kind than the grey 

twilight, 
And hope is less dear than the dew of 

the morn. 

But twilight, even though it be twi 

light of the soul, cannot last always, 
and no mortal has had more than a 

glimpse of the feet that 
" 

glimmer 
through beautiful ages." When the 

extacy of vision dies the dreamer must 

return to a world that has grown strange 
to him, 

" 
and with eyes yet dazzled dis 

pute about shadows." On such a one 

the 
" 

realities of life 
" 

take no hold, the 
power for which kings struggle seems 

to him but impotence, and all joys re 
mind him of the joy he has lost?of the | 
heritage that he must seek for ever. 

Norah Hopper describes a Celtic I 

visionary in | 

THE KING OF IRELAND'S SON. 
Now all away to Tir-na-n' Og are many 

roads that run, 

But he has ta'en the longest lane, the 

King of Ireland's son. 

There's roads of hate, and roads of love, 

and many a middle way, 

And castles keep the valleys deep where 

happy lovers stray. 

Where Angus goes there's many a rose 

burns red mid shadows dun, 
No rose there is will draw his kis* the 

King of Ireland's son. 

And yonder where the sun is high Love 

laughs amid the hay, 
But smile and sigh have passed him by, 

and never make delay. 

And here (and O the sun is low) they're 
glad for harvest won, 

But naught he cares for wheat or tares, 
the King of Ireland's son. 

Reaped at your feet's the yellow wheat, 

my tares are sowing yet; 
And here are fruits of gramarye with 

druid dews beset, 
So bitter-sweet no man may eat, forget 

ting how. 'twas won, 
But magic fruits he will not pluck, the 

King of Ireland's son. 

O what are magic fruits to him who 

meets the Lianan-Sidke, 
Or hears lor him through distance dim 

Fionn's horn blow drowsily? 

He follows on for ever when all your 
chase is done, 

He follows after shadows, the King of 

Ireland's son. 

The Celtic dreamer is not laurel 

crowned like the olhers?like him who 

passed beneath the sculptures of the 

Parthenon building in dream-magni 
ficence a city that was not Athens?or 

him who stood with Beatrice in the 
white glory of the Rose of God. The 
Celt has never held the world en 

thralled in the telling of his dream, he 
has but hinted at it and other nations 

listening have enriched their art and 

literature while he pondered the vision 
in his heart. Perhaps the time will 
come for him to speak?meanwhile he 
is content if wandering solitary he feels 
his eyelids touched by the spirit of his 
race, and sees thenceforth a new glory 
on his native hilis. 

Love of country has always been a 

passion with the Celt. 
An old Breton poem tells how the 

warrior Bran, sore wounded in battle, 
was taken prisoner and carried into a 

foreign country. His mother made 

ready a ship and took with her gold of 
ransom lest he might die among stran 

gers, but even as she reached the land 
of her son's captivity she learned that 
he was dead. Then grief came upon 
her and she too died. Mother and son 
were buried in a foreign country. There 

is one night in all the year when the 
I fouIs of the de^d revisit earth in the 
form of birds, and there is a tree in 

Brittainy where those who sleep in 
Breton earth gather and sing?it is a 

joy to them to be once again in their 
native land?and everv year to the 

gathering come two birds, ravens, harch 
voiced ard sorrowful, weary with flight 
from a distant country. They have no 

joy song like the others?they wem 

buried far away from Brittainy. 
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